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T he Tragedy of Othello 

Silence that dreadfull bell, it frighw jelfle 
From her propriety s what s the matter matter 
Honeft fo, that lookes dead with gneoing, 

Soeake wfio began this, on thy loue 1 charge thee. 
? Z/7Z not know, friends all but oow,euen now, 

Tn quartered in termes,like bride and groome, 

Deueftit g them to bed,and then but now, 

( As if feme Planet had vnwitted men,; 

Swords out, and tilting one at others bre.aft. 

In oppofuion bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this peeuilh odds ; 

And would in a Sion glorious, I had loft 
Thole leeges.that brought me to a part ©t it. 

Oth. How came it Michael , you were thus forgot. 

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I caonot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy Mentanit, you were wont be citUU, 

The grauity and ftilnefle of your youth. 

The world hath noted and your name is great, 
jn mouthes of wifeft cenfure : whats the matter. 

That you vnlace your reputation thus, 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to t . 

Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer %yo can informe you, 

W Idle l fpare fpceeh, which fomething now offends 
Of all that 1 doc know, nor know I ought 
By me, that’s faide or done amide this mghc ; 

Vnlefl'e felfe-charlty be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne s 
When violence aflkyles vs. 

Oth. Nowbyheauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule, 

And paffionhauing my belt iudgement coolcs, 

Affayesto leade the way : If once I Itjrre, 

Or doe but lift this arme,thc beft of y ou 
Shall finkc in my rebuke : giue me to know ^ 

How this foale rout began, who let it on, . « 

And he that is approou’d in this oftcnce, 


Tho 


the Moore of Venice. 

Tim he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me ; what, in a T owne of warre, 

Y h et wiide, the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tannage priuate anddomeftike quartells. 

In ni^hr, and^n the Court and guard of fafety? 
Tismonftrous. lag; who began ? . 

If partiality affin’d, or league in office 
Thou doeft deliucr more or lefts then truth. 

Thou art no foldier. 

la 7 . Touch me not foneere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue out of my mouth, 

Then it ffiould doe offence to M-chael Cafsto: 

Yet I perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpe-cb, 

There comes a fellow, cry ing out for helps, 

And Cafsio following him with determin’d fword. 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe ; 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue, 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fell out, , 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift offoote. 
Out ran my porpofe : andl returnd the rather. 
For that! heard the clinkeandfallof fwords: 

And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night, 

I ne’re might lay before : when l came backe, 

For this was briefc,! found them c'ofe together, 
At blowahd thruft,eaen asagen tliey were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report, 

Butmen are men, the beft fometimes forget : 

The Cafsio did fotne little wrong to him. 

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wiflithem beft: 
Yet furely fafsio, I beleeue receiu’d 
From him that fled,fome ftrange indignity, 
Which patience could not pafle. 

Oth. Ikno wlago. 

Thy bonefty and loue doth mince this matter, 
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